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"We do not make matches in Denver/' she
replied, in the saddest spirit.

" Surely they cannot help making them wherever
you are," I said with a bow.

She looked quite blank, though the lover be-
gan to chuckle. " How ? " she asked, still simper-
ing.

" How ! by gift and grace of heaven, where all
matches are made."

At last she smiled. " Ha! thank you, sir; I
like that, and will keep it; " on which she and the
lover slipt away into the parlour, and I lit my
cigar with a fusee. Yet this poor sorceress is a
feature in the Gity of the Plains; and I am told
that, while the bloom of her coming was fresh
among these mining men, the curiosity about her
was keen, the flow of dollars into her pocket
steady. But the charm appears to be nearly spent;
the landlord, properly protected by a wife, and not
being of a romantic turn, is said to be dunning
her for bills; and she is consequently being driven
by adverse fates to trifle with the affections on her
own account. Her life in this city of rakes and
gamblers must have been a very hard one; the
nearest town is six hundred miles away; the
price of a seat in the stage is about two hundred